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*per teles Prince of Tjre. 

Thou fayeft true yfaith, fo they mull, for your 
Bndegoes to mat with lhame, which is her way to <»oe with 

Boult. Faithfomc doc.andibmc doe not, biitMiftrellc 
It I haue bargaind for the ioynt* 

Bm^, Thou maift cut a morfell off the fpit, 

Bot>lt. Imayfo, 

Baud, Who fliould denie it ? 

Come young one, I like the manner of your garments 
well. 

Boult. I by my faith, they lhall not be changdyet. 

Baud. -ffo«/r,fpend thou that in the towne; report what 
a foiournerwe naue, youle loufe nothing by cuftomc. 
When Nature framde this peecc, fliccmeanttheeagood 
turne, therefore fay what a parragonlhe is, and thou haft 
the harueft out of thine owne remort. 

Boult. I warrant you Miftrclfe, thunder lhall not Iba- 
wake the beds of Eelcs.as my giuing out her beautie llirs 
vp the lewdly end ined,Ile bring home Ibmeto night* 
Baud, Come your wayes, follow me. 

Adan. Iffircs be hotc, kniues fliarpe,or waters deepe, 
Vntide I ftill my virgin knot will keepe. 

Diamiyde my purpole. 

Baud. What haue we to doe withZ)i<i«4, pray you will 
yougoe with vs? 

Exit. 


Enter C lean, and DionizA. 

Dion, Why ere you fooli(h,can it bevndone? 
Cleon. O Dioniza,(ud\ a pecce of daughter, 
'he SunneandMoonenerelooktvpon* 

Dion* I thinkc youle turne a chidle agen* 


Cle* 


Pericles Prince of T jre. 

Cleon. Were I chiefc Lord ofall this fpacious world, ide 
giueitto vndothe decde.O Ladiemuchlclfe in bloud then 
vcrtue,yct a Princes to eguall any finglcCrowneath carth- 
ith luftice of compare,© villaincj£#9w»(f whom thou haft 
poifned too , if thou hadft drunkc to him tad beene a 
kindncffebccomming well thy face, what canft thou fay 
when noble Pericles lhall demaund his child? 

Dion. That Ihee is dead, Nurfes arc not the fates to fo- 
ftcr it, not cuer to prcferuc,fl]c didc at nighf,Ile lay lb, who 
can crollc it vnlclfc you play the impious Innocent^, and 
for an honeft attribute , cric out fliec dyde by foule 
play. 

Cle, Ogoetoo,wcIl,wcll,ofallthc faults beneath the 
hcaucns,thc Gods doc like this worft. 

Dion* Be one of thole that thinkes the pettic wrens of 
Thar(usm\\?lit hence, and open this to Pericles, \ do fliame 
tothinkcofwhata noble ftraineyouarei, and of how co- 
ward a Ijjirit* 

Cle* Tollich proceeding who cuer but his approba- 
tion added, though not his prince confent, he did not flow 
from honourable courles. 

Dion* Be it fo then, yet none does knowc but you 
how fliee came dead, nor none can knowc Leonine being 
gone. Shec did difdaine my childc, and ftoode bctwcenc 
her and her fortunes : none woulde looke on her, but 
caft their gazes on face , whilcftrurs was blur- 

i * ted at, and heldea Mawkin not worth the time of day. 
Itpierftme thorow,and though yon callmy courfc vn- 
naturall, you not yourichilde well louing, yeti finde it 

J greets mcc as an enterprize of kindnclfc perlormd to your 
ble daughter. 

Cle* Heauens forgiucit. 

Z)w». And as for Pericles^ whatlhouldhee fay,wewcpt 
after her hearfe,& yet we mourne,hcr monument is alrnoft 
finilhcd,& her epitaphs in glittring goldccharaftcr s expres 

Cx a gene- 
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